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"ALPHONSE., GASTON AND THEIR FRIEND LEON IN DARKEST AFRICA.

A Story of Incredible Adventures and Inexhaustible Politeness. In Four Chapters. Chapter 3. §§g

Leon was captured by African Pyg mies, who were about to cook him when a ferocions tiger sent them scampering off. Leon managed to escape from the tiger by swimming across a river. But on reach-
ing the shore he was confronted by three fierce looking savages! Copyright, 1988, by W. F. Hearst Great Britatn Rights Reserved.
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“Lock around, Emma; there i your friend, the Countess, with her new Parivies
gown."”
“IUs very pretty; it makes har look ten years older.”—Fllagenda Blastter,
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@entlemant “Here Is some money; besides, I have some work for d
Begpar: “All right, I'll send some one."—Meggendorfer Blaetter. g
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- o : Py S g ot W 'tA LI'ITE’E MISUNDERSTANDI NG. Cabby: " 'Ere, wot ara you a-doln"oﬂ' You'll "ave "er running away!"
{ e o PR cer: ave you a perm: to play i Forelgn Fare: “That Is what 1 assist to prevent, mon amil 'Ow is it possible when §
00Q)C X Accordion Player: “No, but the children like to hear me play.” attach myself to ‘er tail?’—Sketch.
zgﬂ ) Officer: “Then please accompany me.”
N SRR Player: “What shall we sing, then?’—Der Dorfbarbler.
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_ TOO THIN.
Misy Gotrox: 1 woulén't give much for a proposal that wasn't straight from the | Jabberly: “But. conductor. my wife I

o inside this car. I must get In”
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Mr. Poorman: *How muck would you be to glve for cne
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_ ,INSULT AND INJURY.
SURRENDERED. s Villager: ‘““What an outrags! Flirst they borrow my bensine, th
thr ﬂrumnml_hw with their autsmshile!’~Flisgends Blaviten
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